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' ADVERTISEMENT. 


TIE four laſt Actt of the Third Part of KIM 
Henry VI furniſhed the plan of this dramatic 
piece. That the reader may. have an idea of the 
difficulty of forming a Tragedy, neither offenſive to de- 
licacy, nor repugnant to the principles of modern taſte, 
from theſe materials, he is requeſted to peruſe the ori- 
ginal, before he opens the following At. | 


The Jiftory of the war of the Rosa is clouded with 
an uncertainty, which neither the diligence of reſearch, 
vor the ſagacity. of judgment, have been able to remove. 
In theſe circumſtances of doubt, it was found expedient . 
to retain the principal features of the Poet, who in his 
Hiſtorical plays, generally founds the events, which he 
deſcribes, upon the Chronicles of the times. 1o pre- 
ſerve as far as poſſible the unity of Place, the ſcene 1s 
confined to England, and the embaſſy of the Earl of © 
Warwick to France is not, as in the. original, the ſub- 
ject of a ſcene. in each country. 6. The duration of the 
time is likewiſe contrafted. The play opens after the 
battle of Wakefield ; and fame events of inferior im- 
portance, which are productive of anachroniſms, are 

here 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


here omitted. On the ſame principles of Unity, the 
temporary defection of the Duke of Clarence, however. 
ſupported by reſpectable authorities, has been totally 
ſuppreſſed. 


The Editor has not ſcrupled to take the liberty of 
introducing into this performance a few appropriate 
paſſages from the Firſt aud Second Parts of HExRx 
VI, and even from Ricnarp Il, plays, which are 
nor in poſſeſſion of the age. Of this liberty, however, 
he has made a more modeſt ue than abe in his 
RIcHARD III. 


Ine religious and patriotic paſſages, which are occa- 
'  fionally introduced, were not merely inſerted with rhe 
view of engaging- the applauſe of audiences, whoſe | 
candor gave a generous encouragement to an exerciſe, 
intended only to infirntt the performers in the principles 
of chaſte aclion, and correct ſpeaking. They are, it is 
hoped, firiily charaFeriftical ; and the Editor ſeized 
with pleaſure the opportunity of inflilling, in the minds 
of his pupils, ſentiments calculated to inſpire them with 
FERVENT DgvorTION To THEIR Gop, pisix- 
TERESTED LOYALTY To THEIR Kino, AND 
ACTIVE. Lovs OF THEIR COUNTRY. 


*.* Of the excellent inflitatias, Fu the ſupport of which this 

Play was repreſented, ſome account would be given, had not the 

Poet-Laureate, whoſe benevolence is equal to his genius, ſo admira- 
4% deſeribed the nature and object of it in the Epilogue, 
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WRITTEN BY WILLIAM BENWELL, M, A. 
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SPOKEN BY Mz, JENNER, 


OU, who, with ear entranc'd and Glent tongue, 
On tales of grief impaſſion'd oft have hung, 

With pity view what now our ſcenes diſcloſe, 
And drop the ready tear for England's woes ! 
See, rous'd by rival chiefs of kingly line, 
In hoſtile combat kindred legions join : 
Each adverſe Baron, proud in martial might, 
Calls forth his hardy vaſſals to the fight! 
Forgot the ties, by Heav'n's high will aſſign'd, 
Which man to man in holy compadi bind, 
'Gainſt brother brother lifts the vengeful blade, 
And youths in arms their hoary fires invade. 
The good and juſt, amid th unequal ſtriſe, 
Ere Nature dooms, untimely robb'd of life, 
By murd'rers* weapons fecl the fatal wound, 
Or ſink in deathful battle to the ground. 
Blood marks the realm ; on many a crimſon plain 
Are heap'd around the myriads of the ſlain, 
Shook from its baſe each antique caſtle falls, 
And tow'ring cities bow their conquer'd walls z 
While rapine, rage, and hate, a waſteful band, | 
Reign uncontroul'd, and deſolate the land, 


Such are the woes we paint; nor vainly deem 
Of ſage inſtruQion void th' hifioric theme 


* 
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Here all may view, by ſad experience wiſe, 

Tb' unnumber'd ills, from doubtful zule that riſe 3 
And learn the happier fate that nations own, 
Where, with juſt bounds, one Monarch fills the throne ;- 
Where, friend of right, and guardian bf the Law, 
The land's dread Sov'reign holds the realm in awe :; 
Quells, ere it rages, Faction's madd'ning flame, 
Controuls the proud, and checks Ambition's aim; 
Protects the weak, alike o'er all preſides, 

Reſtrains with vigor, and with wiſdom guides; 
The State ſtill fixes to its wonted place, 
Each looſer part concentring to its baſe ; 
With weight ſuperior binds and ſetiles all, 
And keeps the mighty fabric from its __ 
8 
Ah ! little deem'd, O 8 thy fickle train, 
When lur'd to quit fair Duty's milder reign, 
Proud they gave up their once lov'd Monarch's ſway, 

And ſaw him fink to traitors* arms a prey; 
Saw on the murd'rous ſteel the life-blood ſtart, 
Which warm eame iſſuing from his patriot heart : 
Ah! little deem'd they, in that hour of fate, 
What woes then brooded o'er the ſinking State, 
Lo! bold uſurpers o'er the proſtrate throne 2 
Liſt high their arm, and make the nation groan; 
Through all the realm diſperſe their ſavage brood, 
And deluge eities with the people's blood; 
Seize on the wealth of thouſands doom'd to die, 
By lawleſs rule, and baſeſt tyranny, _ 
Only to bind more faſt ch oppreſſive chain, 
To prop their pow'r and fortify their reign, 
While, as by force compell'd their flaught'ring bands 
Spread deſolation wide o'er foreign lands; 
At home ſuſpicion guards each priſon'd door, 
And want and famine wring the needy poor, 

E'en now, ſhould Heav'n relief in pity ſend, 

And bid a waſted nation's ſorrows end; 


NM O U 
On virtuous aims with light auſpicious ſhine, 
And to his throne reſtore a Monarch's line: 
Ere days of peace ſhall glad their longing eyes, 
Ere pow'r once more on juſt foundations riſe, 4 
How many a gallant youth, in battle ſlain, 

Shall dew with faithful blood his native plain ! 


F in 1 Gs 4 
An taught, may Britons, fam'd for valiant * 6.5 

Shun tbe dire ills, that bloody diſcord breeds; e 

And firm, united pour th' avenging blow 

With juſter fury on the foreign foe ! 

And while they view with pleas'd contentment's ſmile - 

The tranquil ſcenes, that crown our favor'd iſle, 

Fair Order's ſway with gen'rous zeal maintann,, 

On their bleſt lot, and hail a Baunswrics's reign! | 5 
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KING HENRY THE SIXTH. 
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SCENE I. Glocęſterſtire. 


Pa 


Enter Edward. 


HE ſmiling morn unfolds the frowns of night, 

T Streaking yon eaſtern hills with peering beams. 

us to the gloom ſucceeds the cheerful day: 
Sweet interchange of nature. But to me 
No caſe returns, no pauſe of anxious fears. 
Perhaps e'en now my honor's father lies 
In the cold arms of death. His mighty ſpirit 
Could brook no dull delay. While I in Wales 
Levied new forces to diſlodge the foe, 
Advancing fearleſs from his caſtle's ſtrength, 
He dar'd th unequal fight. — 

ep”. | But ſee, my brother. 


Euter R1iCHARD. 

After this dang'rous fight, and hapleſs war, 
How does my noble brother Richard fare? . 

Richard. Still muſt a faint cold fear thrill throꝰ my veins, 
Until I know my valiant father's fate. | 
| ſaw him in the battle range about, 
And watch'd him, how he ſingled Clifford forth. 

B Methought 
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Methought he bore him in the thickeſt troop, 

As, does a Lion in a flock of ſheep. | 

Believe me, brother, I forgive een nature, 

Tho' the has wreak'd her malice on, mv form, 

Since ſhe has made mo ſon of ſuch @ father, + 

But ſee! the morn wide opes her golden gates, 

And the ſun riſes with a double ſplendor. 
Edward. My eyes are dazzled, or I fee three ſuns! 
Richard. Three glorious ſans; and each a perfect fun ! 

Not ſeparat ed by the racking clouds, 

But ſe ver'd in a pale, clear-ſhiging {ky._ 

See, ſce! they j join, embrace, and ſeem to kiſs, 

As if they vow'd a league inviolable. | 

Now are they but one lamp, one light, one ſun! 
Sure the day's pregnant with ſome great event! 
Eqdw. "Tis wond'rous ſtrange the like I never heard. 

1 think it cites vs, brother, to the held; 

That we, the fons of great Plantagenet, 

Each one already biazing by our deeds, _ 

Should, n Tee our lights' together,” 

And overſhine the earth, as this the world! 

But who art thou, whoſe heavy looks foretell 

Some dreadful ſtory hanging on thy tongue? 


Enter HASTISGS. 


Haſtings ! the ſorrow on thy face prockims 
The ſad event, my fears preſag d. 

Haſtings. Alas!“ 
Would I could tell you that your fears are falſe! 
The noble York, your father, is no more. 

Edward. O ſpeak no more, for I have N too 11 25 

Richard. Say how he died, for 1 will hear it all. 

Haſtings. He was environ d with ſuperior forces, 
And ſtood againſt them, as the hope of Troy, 

The valiant He ctor, 'gainſt invading Greeks. 

But Hercules bimſaf muſt yield to Wade 

Aud many ſtrokes, tho' with a little axe, 
Hew Gown anc fell the hardeſt-tmmber 4 ner” 


Ti By 


_ Shew thy de 
For cha and dukedom, throne and kingdom ay; 
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By many hand 4 your Father Gn ſubdu' 4. 

But only laugh er'd by the irctul arm 

Of unrelenting fend by: and 5 Queen ; : 

Who crown'd the gracious Duke i in high deſpite ; 
Laugh'd in his face, and when with grief he wept, 
The ruthleſs Queen gave him, to dry his Checks, 


A napkin dripping. with the harmleſs blood - 
Of ſweet young Kutland, whom. fierce Clifford flew: 


And after many ſcorns, they took his head. 


a N fixt it bleeding on the gates of Vox. 
Ah! ſight 109 mournful, for theſe, eyes to bear! 6 


Ediaurd. Sweet Vork! qur only hope, our only Joy! 
Now thou art gone, we have no flaff, no r 
O Clifford, e Clifford, thou haſt lain 
The flow'r of Europe for fair "chivalry ; ole! wits 
And, treacherouſly haſt thou vanquiſh d him: 
In equal fight thou hadſt not dar d to face him 
112 my ſoul's palace is become a priſon: 
would, ſhe break from bondage, that my body 
Wale in the ground be clos'd in endleſs reſt. 
For never henceforth ſhall I taſte of comfort, 
Never, O never, ſhall I know more joy. 
Richard. I cannot weep, for all my body 8 moiſture 
Scarce ſerves. to quench my furnace-burning heart. 


To weep, is hut to eaſe the weight of grief. 


Tears then for babes; blows and revenge for me 
Richard, I beat _thy name, I'll, venge thy death, 
Or die with glory in the great attempt. 
Edw. His name the valiant Duke has left with WR. 
His chair 96 dukedom,-that remains for me. 
Rich. it thou be that princely eagle's air 
7 7 ent by gazing at the ſunn 


Or that is thine, ar elſe thou wert not his- 


Therefore to arms! and brother, do but think 


„ 


How ſweet a thing it is to wear a crown, 
Within whoſe, circuit is Elyſium, | 


. all that Poets feign of bliſs and joy. 8 Z 


B 2 Why 
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4 | THE ROSES, 
Why do we linger thus? I cannot reſi 


Until the white roſe, that I wear, be dy'd_ | 5 
Deep in the luxewarm blood of . heart. . 


Enter WAR WI ET 

War -wick, How now, my Lords? : what fare what 

news abroad? _ 

Rich. Great Lord of Warwick, ifwe ſhould recount 
Our baleful news, and at each word we utter, 
Stab poniards in our breaſts, till all were told, 

The words would give more anguiſh than the TOY 

O valiant Lord! the Duke of Vork is ſlain. 
Mar. Ten days ago, I drown'd theſe news in tears 

And now, to add more meaſure to your woes, 

I come to tell you what has ſince befallin—- 

After the bloody fray at Wakefield fought, * 

Where your brave father breath'd his latcſt'gaſp, 

I rais'd new ſoldiers, gather'd flocks of friends, FEE 

And fir'd with hopes of gallant victory, 

March'd tow'rds St. Albans, t' intercept the Sie 

Our battles Join'd, and both ſides fiercely i= a8 p 

But whether twas her more than manly ſpirit, ' 

That robb'd my ſoldiers of their heated courage; 

Or whether twas the fear of Clifford's vigor, 

Who thunders to his captives blood and death, * 

Their weapons like the winged light'ning came. 

Our foldiers'—like the night owl's lazy light, 

Or like an idle threſher with a flail.— 

Fell gently down, as if they ſtruck their friends.” 

I cheer'd them with the juſtice of our cauſe, _ 

With promiſe of high pay and great rewards, | 

But all in vain; the Aa lade fled the field | 


. 


* 


And robb'd me of the triumph of revenge. 
Nil. Iwas ſtrange indeed when valiant Warwick fed. 
Oft have ! heard his praiſes in purſuit, 
But nc'er till now the ſcandal of his flight: 
War. Nor now my ſcandal, Richard, ſhalt thou hear. 


4d Can 


For thou ſhajr know, this hand unconquer'd ful 


MO bs ot. et eee » > 


2 


t 


it 


Ne'er may he live to ſee a 
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Can pluck the diadem from faint Henry's head, 
And wring the awful ſceptre from his graſp, 
Were he as dauntieſs in the fields of v war, 

As he is fam'd for mildneſs, and. for peace... 


Rich, Iknow it well, brave Warwick ; blame me not. 7 


The love | bear thy glories, ee my tongue. 
But in this troublous time what courſe to take? 

Say, ſhall we throw away « our coats of ſteel, "Ros 
And wrap our bodies in ſoft mourning gowns z | _ 1 
Or (hall we on the. helmets of our M 
Diſplay aur ſorrows with reve Seful. arms? 

ar. Moum not in black ; no o! let us mourn in blood. 
And therefore Warwick came to ſeek you. gut. 
Attend'me, Lords! the proud inſulting Queen 

With Clifford and the high Northumberland, 

Are at the head of thirty thoufand men. 

Now if your pow'rs and mine, and thoſe of Clarence, 
Make up but half the number of this hoſt, 

To meet their forces will we march along, 


And once again er) Charge upon the foe- 


Rich. Ay, now, methinks, great Warwiek ſpeaks again. 
905 ſhine day, 
That cries, retreat—when Warwick bids him ſtand!” 
Edw. Ah! Warwick, on thy ihoulder will L lean, 


And when thou fail [as God forbid the ae, 


Muſt Edward fall! 


Warwick. Now Edward "Duke of Vork: p | 


The next degree is England's royal throne, . | 
For King of England ſhalt thou be en d 

In ev ry country as we paſs along; ab 
And he that caſts not up his cap with joy, 
Shall for th” offence make forfeit of bis head. 


Rich. Then, Clifford, were thy heart as hard as ſteel, 


As thou haſt ſhown it flinty by thy deeds, ' ; 
come to pierce it, or to give thee mine. 


Edward. Now will I raiſe aloft the milk-white roſe, 


With whoſe ſweet ſmell the air ſhall be perfum'd ; 
And on my ſtandard bear the arms of York, _ 


— — — — — 
— — — ary ee —— — 
- 


f 
| 
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To grappll with the Hohft of Lancaſter, 1 
And rend th> crown of England: from his WO, 801 
V/hoſe feeble ſway has tartiſh'd all its juſtre. 
Then ſtrike up drums ; ; God and St. George for us! 


91 2 Wiss zvohn. 


nuit x. Pio ow; wht Res oe 
. Mejjenter.' Per ate You, noble 15 15 
The Dude of Clarence no volt word by me, 
Ihe Queen is coming v vith af owerful hoſt; ; 
Ile craves your company for, peedy countel. © 
2, arc. Then. all is well —braye warriors, let's 
e OI LAN, 
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WALES,” CiazronD, and SOMERSET. 


Queen. Welcome, my Lord. to this brave town of Yo 
Vonder ' the head of that arch-cnemy, 88 
That ſought to be enchm N c f page with al chown, 1 
Does not that obje & che ur heart, my Lord ?. 

. King' Henry. Av; us the ks clieer tiole, Fa iy 
_ 60 dae Gier: 900 . ; + *. 

1s ght A ie ve m ain m ve OU 
Witphoſd re venge ey Cal, te po 55 my holt: oh 
_ Unwillingly* nes infrin d my 4 bred VVV 

Clifford. My gmeious Liege, this timeleſs lenity, | 
And dang'rous pity, muſt be Jaid'aſide. PO 
To whom do Lions caft their gentle ſobEs??2 15 
Not to the beaſt, that pre wfiirp- their deb! bn 
Who ſcapes dhe tirking ſerpont's mortal ſting?” 4 
Not he, hoſes his 001 up her Back. 
The ſmalleſt worm will 45 it twodden Uh, 
And doves themſclves will peck, t rd their brood. 
Ambition prompted Vork fo claim thy crown, 
And raiſe his offspring to he trone of E-igiand. - 


1 


77 ² ie A. woes Yo Send. band pot 


hilſt 


The pride of England, and the ſcourge of France! 


Whilſt thou, a Ling N ble ith lach a ſon, 

Couldſt tamely yield hi is fir 99 c 

Be not more fo enſeleſs than the feather'd r 

Who, in protection of their tender ones, *Þ. 

Make foalleſs war with him, that climbs their TWIT 

Off ring their'own lives in their Voung's 8 defence. 

0 it were pity, that this goodly box hs 

Should loſe his birthright by tis faefer's fault. rv wh 

Sweet innocence | ah Jock on this dear youth, 

And let his manly face, which promiſes 

Succeſsful fortune, ſteel thy melting heart. 

To hold the crown, and hold it—for his "1 . 
K. Henry. Full well has Clifford play'd' the orater, 

Inferring arguments of mighty force. 

But, Clifford, tell me, didſt thou never hear 


' That the moſt ſplendid crown was lin'd with thorns? 


I'll leave my ſon my virtuous deeds behind, 

Ah, would tay father had left me no more! 

For all the reſt is held at ſuch a price, 

As brings a thouſand fold more care to keep, 

Than in. . poſſeſſion any ſhare of pleafure.— 

Ah, couſin Vork! would thy beſt friends could know 


How my heart ft, to ſee thy blee ding bead! 


Queen, My 
are nigh, 
And this foft e co e your followers faint.—- 
You promis'd knighthood to our gracious ſon; 
Unſheath your ſword, and proſper Heav'n the deed! 
X. Henry. Edward Plantagenet, ariſe a knight; 
And learn this leſſon: draw thy ſword in right! 
Prince. I'll draw it, honor'd father, by your leave, 
As heir apparent to the crown of England: 
And in that cauſe I'll ſhed my life's warm blood. 
Clifford. O mayſt thou live, to lay the parching duſt, 
With ſhow'rs of blood from ſlaughter'd enemies 
O may'ſt thou emulate thy grandſire's valor, | 
Harry of Monmouth, and like him ariſe 


rd cheer up your ſp'rits; our foes 


Emer 
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3. "WE KOVES 
"Enter a Mzsszkokk. 


Meſſenger. Roval commanders, be in readineſs | 
For with a band of twenty. thouſand. men 


Ott jt! 


Comes Warwick, backing the young Duke of York. 


And in the country, as they, march along, 

Proclaims him King, and many fly to him. 

Prepare your battle, for they, are at hand. 
Prince. My royal father, cheer theſe noble lords, 

And Enit their ſinews in your juſt defence. 

J have a thouſand ſpirits in one breaſt, _ ,, 

'To- anſwer twenty thouſand ſuch as York. 

Unſheath your ſword, g good father, cry S.. Corey | 


[Exeunt. 


END or THE FIRST ACT. 
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SCENE 1. WY if Latte wor Tots; in tan, 


bin : 


eee, ws 105 Fo" ; 


Euer, Warwick, TY AUS 2. 


JRE ſpent with toil, as runners wil A face, 
I lay me down a little while to breathe. YR 
For ſtrokes receiv'd, and many blows repaid © 
Have robb'd'my ſtrong knit finews of their th, 
And, come what will, needs muſt [ reſt ayhule. | 


Buer Epwarp running. 1 1 


- 


Edward, Smile gende heavy n, or like, wen) 


_ dearh ! 1 yy 
et us die, or no y gain e 
What fatal ſtar malignant Take os A. 


Upon the houſe of Cork! 1 : 
Euer een, {RS Wet 


Clarence. Rouze, rouze, my brother. 
Straight let us haſten to the field again, | / 


For I have hope we {till ſhall win the dar. : 7 


Then let us hack to cheer our . troops, 
They'll ſoon retreat, if we deſert the fiel 


Edu. Thus ſorely check d. our hope * ach 
Our ranks are broken, ruin follows us. 
War. Who talks of ruin! what the royal Edward | 


Unmanly weakneſs, hence | for at the nam 
Of ruin to our cauſe, a thouſand ſwords. 


=.” Shall 


4 
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Shall from their ſcabbards leap, at Warwick's call. 
Now Richard, how's the day ; 
Richard, (entering. Ah, luckleſs day! 
Fitz-Walter, leadingihis . vigorious hoſt 
To join our forces, and enſure ſucceſs, 
By Clifford's army was ſurpriz'd and fell. 
And, in the very pangs of death, he cried:  _ 
Warwick; revenge my death beneath their ſteeds, 
That ſtain'd their fetlocks in his blood, he died. 
War. Then let the earth be ſatiated with blood! 
[he draws his ſword, and ruſhes ou. returning 
| „ "Hs 
I've killed my horfe; becauſe I would not fly.— 
Why ſtand we like ſoft-hearted women here, 
Wailing our loſſes, while the foe purſues? 
And tamely look, as if the tragedy... 


Were play'd in jeſt by counterteiting actors? 

Here, on my knee, I vow to God above, | 

[ll never pauſe again, I'll ne'er ſtand till, 

"Till death has clos'd theſe eyes in endleſs reſt, 

Or fortune giv'n me meaſure of revenge! 

Ed. Yes, Warwick, I will bend e with thine, 

And in this vow, will chain my ſoul to thee! 

. Here, ere my knee rife from the earth's cold face, 

I throw my hands, my eyes, my heart to Thee 

Thou ſetter-up, and plucker down of kings! 

If in thy counſels of unerring wiſdom, 

Thou haſt decreed that Edward muſt be conquer'd, 

O let the everlaſting gates of Heavin 

Give a ſweet paſſage to my finful ſou}! 

Now, Lords, take leave until we meet again! 

Where eber it be, in Heaven, or on earth! 0 
Richard. Brother, give me thy hand: and noble 
| 4.5 Warwick, e ie 1 

Let me embrace thee in my'weary arms! 

I, who have never wept, now melt with woe, 

That winter's blaſt ſhould wither thus our ſpring. 

ee bauen e e CLlareuct. 
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Now my we NONE for life es bart 


ATTRAG/EDY, 11 


Clarence, Hence let' s Proclaim it, Edward, thro” 
the hoſt, 

That thoſe, who are the rey of pale-fac'd fear, 
And dare not brave the 200 of the licht. 
May all depart in ſafety; but to thoſe, 
Whoſe hearts are true, we'll promiſe ſuch ds _ 
As. victors wore at the Olympic games. FER 
This may plant courage'in their' fa inting breaſts. 6) _ 
Away, my friends! with ſuch united hearts, 1 


7 7 r 
0 


e 3 


8 0 E NE II. Another art 70 the fields, 


kanone Ricuany and CLirrond, fm 
| Pf te fic des.” 255 | 


Richard Fortune! thou giv'ſt me all war! cond ak 
Long, Clifford, have 1 ſingſed thee alonee. 
Now, unrelenting fiend, this arm is rais d 
With tenfold ven eance, for my father Vork; 
And this for my Rel Rutland] blood reteid | 
Couldſt thou then murder that poor ha child, 
That trembled under thy devourin graſp?" 
His ſhade now hovers o'er thy curled head, 
As a dread fury to torment thy foul! ! 
Now ſhall this ſword revenge th' inhuman derd, 
Wert thou environ'd with a brazen wall! _ 
Clifford. Were all thy brothers here, their lives and | 
thine, - . 
Were not revenge ſulfelciat for my heart: 22 _— 
This is the hand, that ſtabb'd thy father Yom," 
And this the hand, that ſlew thy brother . 
And here's the heart, that triumphs in their deaths, 


; 


«a =” 2 


And nerves my arm to lay thee 1 in ey” duſt. 


OE ere © [Eveunt filth. 
| ue 4 - + peo. 215 | 
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een, 

They chid me from the battle; for my Queen; 

And Clifford proſper beſt, when I am thence. 

Here, in the camp, I wait the chance of war.. 

O God of battles! look in merey down! i! 

Ah! let not Engliſh blood manure the ground, 

And ages yet unborn lament theſe brojls ! 

Ah! let not peace go ſleep with infidels, 

And in this happy land tumultuous wars 

Make one dire ſcene of havock and diſtreſs! 

O, if my. death could heal thefe bleeding wounds, 

How gladly would ay this burden down! 

Would I were dead, if Heaven's high will were ſo; 

For what is in this world, but grief and care! 

O. God! methinks it were a happy life, 

'To be no greater than a homely ſwain. 

Then days and years of ſolitude and peace, 

Paſt over to the end, they were created, | 

Would bring my grey hairs to a quiet grave. 

Gives not the hawthorn buſh a ſweeter ſhade, 

To ſhepherds looking on their playful ſheep, - 

Than can a rich embroider'd canopy | /,-.  - 

To monarchs, haunted with the ſprites. of fear? 

Ah me! the ſhepherd's curds m4 cold thin drink, 

His wonted ſleep beneath the beechen ſhade, 

Are far beyond a Prince's delicacies; _ 

His viands ſparkling in a golden cup, 

- His body lying on à downy bed 

When care, -miſtruſt, and treaſon, break his reſt, 
„ 5 Alarm at a diſtance. | 
Unter a Sox, bearing his dead fatler. ; 
Son. III blows the wind, that profits nobody. 

This man, whom hand to hand I flew in fight, 

May be poſleſs'd of a large ſtore of crowns';— 


* 


| And 


nd 
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And J, that haply take them from him nor, 
May yet, ere night, yield both my life and them. 

Ah, ſad ſucceſſion by the chance of war- 
Who's this?——O, God, it is my father's face, 
Whom in this civil confli& I have kill c. 4 


a 1 j 2334 Inn 1799 22 4 
O barb'rous times, producing ſuch events! | 

7 h- 3 1 ha n _ if S770 2 7 {#4 
O my dear father! thou haßt giv n, me ſife, | 


Knd, by tay hands, H rob thee” of thy brenn! 
Pardon me, God, I knew not what I did;” | _ .. 
And pardon, father, for, I knew thee not! 


My tears ſhall wipe ,away, theſe bloody marks: 


] can no more — till they have flow'd their fill. 

K. Henry. O piteous 1 79 O bloody times !, 

While Lions war, and battle for their dens, 

Poor harmleſs lambs abide theit enmity... 

Weep, wretched man, I'll aid thee tear for tear; 

My heart, like thine, is overcharg'd with grief. 
Son. How will my mother, for my father's death, 

Vent all her ſorrow on my, guilty head i- 

Now all the world is a blank wilderneſs, 

Where nothing grows but thorns of miſery, 

To ſting my hapleſs breaſũt. 
K. How 22 4h Alas! my country 

Can ne'er forgive the authors of theſe woes! 
Son. Did ever ſon ſo weep a father's'death'l ' 
K. Henry. Von but Jamenta father ſlain in battle, 

I mourn hedearh of thauſands of my ſubjects. 
Son. Theſe arms, alas! ſhall be thy winding theet. 

My heart will break, and be thy-ſepulchre; oo 

From my ſad ſoul thy image ne er ſhall part. 

My ſighing breaft ſhall be thy fun ral knell.— 

111 bear thee hence, and fill thy grave with tears. 

fit 45 2  TExtt with the body. 

K. Henry, Light of the ſun, why ſhin'ft thou ſtillon me | 

I am the cauſe of theſe enormi ties 

O let me hide my ſorrows and my ſhame 


, 5 
— 


Harm. 
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8 Fh, father, f fy, for all your fende, are tel 
And Watwick rages like a chafed bull. 
Clifford, 1 fear, the valiant Clifford's fall” n. 
Away, dear father; death, purſues: our ſtep yp! | 
uhh ot Tn I can fly from Warwick and frm 
| Ea 
But who can tend 1 me wings to fly from grie fo" ? 
Queen. This js no time 15 r feeble mo ade 
Hence, hence, my Lord, tow'rdsBerwick ſpeed aWvay.— 
Edward and Richard, Auſl'd with Vide” 5 
With fiery eyes, that ſparkle for revenge, 
And bloody ſteel 1 00 n their wrathful hands, 
Are at our backs. ence ! only flight can ſave us. 
Samelſet. Away—for ven geance marches in their 
: train— | : 
Nayſt ay not to ex poſtulate -O n 
K. Henry. Would I could fy to ea reſt! 
15 EEreun. 
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A 


18 —— burns my candle out, ev'n there it dies. 
While ſtill it blaz d, it gave King Henry light TE 
Ah, Lancaſter! I fear thy overthrow, 4 
More than my body's. parting with my foul:; 0 
My love and fear had galmd thee many friends; 
But now my fall gives. ſtrength to haughty-York. 
The common people ſwarm like ſummer fuer z m 
And whither fly the gnats but to the ſun? ? 
And who ſhines now, but Henry 8 enemy? 4nd f 
O Phœbus, hadſt thou never giv'n conſent, 

That Phaeton ſhould check thy fiery ſteeds, 

Thy burning car had never ſcorch'd the earth. 

And Henry; hadſt thou govern'd like a king, 

Giving no footing to.the houſe of York, 

They hever then had ſprung like ſumnier flies. I 
8 * ; f ' 
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[, and ten thouſand in this' hapleſs realm,” d a 
Had left no widows mourning for our Sans, 8 a4 
And thou this day hadſt kept thy crown in peace. 
But ah, complaints are fruitleſs-—here I fall, , 
My wounds are paſt all cure No way to fly. — — 
| have not ſtrength to ruſh. among the foe, 1 . 
And make theſè limbs a rampart for my friends — - 


The loſs of blood-—-alas—has made me faint—— 


8 
Come, Vork, come ichen. —-Waruicke — 
and the reſt 
[fabb'd, your fathets olds,» pikree wy, heart. 
* IB, 


-E, . G Ricnany, | 
Warwick, aud Attendants. #1 


Edward. Thus far our fortune n a goon 
courſe; 
And crowns our heads with wreaths of vietory 
Here pauſe we, Lords! ev'n in the enemy's camp. 
Yet let ſome troops purſue the haughty Queen, 
That led calm Henry, tho' he were a king, 
As a proud fail, fill'd with a fretting guſt, 
Commands an argoſy to ſtem the waves. 
But who lies here, mark'd with a bloody roſe? 
We War not with the dead the battle o er, 
Tho' once our foe, let him be gently us d. 
Richard. Revoke that doof of Möse, ic s 
Clifford, | 


, / 


| Who, not contented to have lopp'd the branch, 


In hewing Rutland, when his leaves were budding, 
Set to the very root his murd'ring knife, 
And flew our father :-— by this hand he fell; 
Meaſure for meaſure have I anſwer'd ſtill. 
Edward. Is this that ſcreech-owl fatal to our houſe, 
Whoſe notes brought death, and deep calamity. 
Richard, His meaſure” 8 full for now the flow 55 


ing blood 


: | f 
161 HR ROSE S,, 


Stifles the ne whole unſtanched thirſt 
York and ſweet Rutland could not ſatisfy. 


Warwick. Remove, Meh . PH the ta 
or 's head, , 
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4 3 110 a nat + ag 
For on thy ſhoulder 40 build n . ths — 


Warwick and happineſs hall n d be 2 
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SCENE I. 2 5 the Nor of Be. 


1199 1 10 e d e 

Euter kde. 0 HUMPHREY, With) bows. 0 
Knien | | SALES : ' 

EST S747 - $5 itt tt br. 8 (K i bets 92 77 
NIE 3 5 < R203} 2] | "Shukla, © i, & nt 2 4 SAILS | 

nil u. KI 415 2 12 

ND ER this thick-growh. bete w ſhroud. 
ourſelves, o 2902188 nin. 1 mg A 

For thro! this lawn anon the deer will come 

And in this covert will we make our ſtand, 

To cull the beſt and fatteſt of the deer 
Humptrry. III ſtay above the hill, ſo both may ſhoot. 
Sinklo, That muſt not be: the noiſe of thy croſs-bow 

Will ſcare the herd, and ſo my ſhot is loſt. 

Here ſtand we both; and aim wre at the beſt - 

And, that the time may not appear oo tedious, Wot 

I'll tell thee what befell me on a day, 

In the ſame place, where now we mean to ſtand./ 
Humphrey. Here comes a man let's 2 till he 


be uw. oy | 
Euer Kine Hunnr. 3 
. K. Henry. From Scotland have I ſtol'n, een of pine 
love, 


And thus diqguis d, to viſit my own land— 
5 Harry, Harry — tis no land of thine. 
4 is fill'd, thy ſceptre wrung from thee, -. f 

alm waſh'd of. with which thou waſt ar.ointed. 

No bend! ing knee will 2 245 Cæſar now, No. 

=P 


W r An 


No humble ſuitors preſs to aſk relief — 
O Heay'n, that one might read the book of fate, 
And ſce the revolutions of the times 
Make mountains level, and the tent, 
Weary of ſolid firmineſs, melt itſelf 
Into the ſea; at other times, to view - 
The beach girdle of the ocean 
Too wide for Neptune's waiſt: how chances mock, 
And changes fill the cup of alteration 
4 diff {ent ors _ ins were 8 

e eſt youth, that ſaw his progreſs t 
W and what eroſſes to enſue 
Would ſhut the book, and fit him down, and die. 


Sinklo. Ay, here's a deer, whoſe ſkin's a keeper” s fee, 


This is the former king ; let's ſeize upon him. 
K. Henry. I will embrace theſe ſour adverſities: 
Reſign 'd with Foy ke to the will of Heav'n. |. 
legte. hy ee oy: us lay hands upon 
LOI! % EIN FISYOU 25197 16 
846. "Fo ble 2 we'll hear a little more. x 
on wy. My From: 10 France "_ n to ſue for 


And, as 1 hain the great ME Warwick, Es 
Is thither gone, to crave the French King's ſiſter: 
To wife for Edward. If this news be 8 1 
Poor Margaret, your labor is but 3 0 

For Warwick is a ſubtle orator, 0 ö 
And Lewis a prince ſoon won with moving words — 
Ahl is he ſo! then Margaret may win him. 

Her ſighs will ſtorm the . attery of his breaſt ; 

Her teats will pierce into a marble heart. 

The tyger will be gentle, while ſhe mourns. 

A Nere will be talmed with remorſe, 

To hear her moans, and ſee her trickling teafs.— , 
Ay, but ſhe comes to beg, and Warwic offers! | 
She weeps and ſays, her Rep is depos'd ; 

He ſmiles and ſays, his Edward is enthron'd. 

Thus Warwick tells his Wh ns the 1 wrong, | 


ve”. 
uy 


5 


. EY | 
i. R A G E D 'Y. | A 
And i in LES wins the King from "NY N 
Jo ſtrengthen and ſupport his Edward's 1 Ly 
2 Say, what art thou, that talk ſt of Kings 
an Queens? | | 
K. Henry. More than I ſeem, and leſs than I Was 
born to! | 


man at Jeaſt, and more I cannot be. : 

ſen ſure may talk of Kings, and why not I? 

Humphrey. Ay, but thou talk'ſt as if thou wert a kin 

EK. Henry. Why, ſo J am, in mind; and that's enou 4 

Humphrey. But if 8255 be a King, where is thy 

crown? 

K. Henr ry. My crown is in my heart, not on my <a 
Not deck'd with diamonds, or with Indian ſtones, 
Nor to be ſeen, . My crow is call'd content: 

A crown it is, that ſeldom kings enjoy. 

Humphrey. Well, fir, if you be thus nr with 

content, | 


Here is the trial : you muſt be contented.;. 


To go along with us; for we ſuſpett 
You are the King, whom Edward has de pos a 
And we, his. ſubjects, ſworn in all allegiance, 0 


Will apprehend you as his enemy. 


K. A But did you never fear, and break an 
dah? ” 

2 No, never ſuch an cath; nor will we now. 
enry, Where did you dwell, when I was King 
of England? 

Humphrey, In the ſame country, where now Edward 
rei 
K. Haus. Vou ſure forget, I was andinted king: 5 
And that you ſwore allegiance to.my perſon | | 
Then tell me, have you not forſworn yourſelves? | 
Wis? No, we were ſubjects but while ou were 
ing. 
K. n Why, am I dead?, do 1 not breathe and 
walk ? n 
Look, as J blow this feather "My, my face, © 
D 2 Which 


20 T H E. ROSES, 


"Which by the air, is blown to me again, 
Commanded always oY the greater an} ele 
Such is the lightneſs of inconſtant man. ws 2 
But break Bk bath: no longer: of that ſinn 
My mild entreaty ſhall not make you gui ty, 
Go where you will, the King ſhall be commanded.” 
And be you kings: command, I will obey... 

Be ki charge you in God s name, and in the 
| ing's, 
To bs ith” us to Edward's officers, 705 / | 
| 8125 75 God's name lead: your King hh be 

0 

And what God will, if your King will \perform, 7 
* that high will I bow with reſignation. 


SCENE I. ee e, 
Euter CLARENC E and Rienakp, from e pont fits. 


Richard. Clarence, what means that pet wa 


| look ? 
Why ſits diſtruſt on th / ddjetted How . © 
Say, does not fortune ſtrew our paths with low'rs 5 
Do not theſe walls reſound with ſhouts of triumph 77 
And does not Edward we, 

Clarence.” © ruſt me, theſe trium phs 
Will ſoon be chang'd to war, defeat and ruin.— }. . 
Thou know'ſt tha t Warwick at the court of France, 
Wooes the king's ſiſter for our brather's s Queen. 

Richard. Say on. 

- Clarence; That morn; which roſe array'd'i in "ſmiles, 
Now frowning leads a fearful day of ſtorms —., | 
From woman, ſweetner of the ills of life, 1 ba 
From woman, ſource of'ev'ry bliſs on earth, 47 
From woman, lovely woman, ſprings our woe. | 
© Richard,” Marry, I gueſs the ſequel. Edyrard's $ WM 
Soft as the fair complexion of a woman, 

Melts at the ſlighteſt i from beau, sehe. 
Jam * to hear, 4 
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Ulareu .. The Lady Grey, 
Whoſe Lord, for H enry at St. Albans fell, 
And loſt his rich 4.2 at Edward's feet, 
A lovely ſuppliant, for her orphan babes Es 
Implor'd. the reſtoration of her lands. 


As ſun beams paſſing thro! the drops . 


So thro” her tears her beauty's powerful raꝓß 
Shot keener flames into the heart of Edward. 5 
He look'd, hi liſten d. aa d his foul aways... - ali 
And made a tender of di oneſt lo vm 

Corn her beauties for her hulband's lands. | 

With all the majeſty of honor, ſhe 4 00 
Spurn'd the n and forgot her lait. L noi 
But oh! the pow'r ot heav'nly purit ß 


heauty but charm'd, her chaſtity. ſubdu d him, 1 Be 


Scorning the policies of royal rank, prieſt 74 
The embaſſy of Warwick, and the ods ih 
Of a French princeſs to his proffer'd — - 7 
He woo'd the Lady Grey with virtuous = 10.351 
And laid his crown and fortunes at her pt 12 1 
Richgrd,, Thus Edward has two wives | but while 
with one + dritt © 
He revels in the ſweets of Jove, the der T's 
Will ſend forth Warwick to avenge her 33 2 
Thus Mar her comes with new ſupplies from F rance, 
To ſhake Ne ere # 749 6 i 


fy ol 


\ Enter MzssAuchN. 3 1 
What's the news?,, 
Meſenger. Mo" gracious lords, your enemy is taken, 
Henry is brought a pris ner to the LW T.. E. 
Richard. Thus far tis well W. a Marg tt too 
were there! 10115 9 
aue My Logd of Clarence, 'is his, Highneſs” 
pleaſu 302 1. ago onen 141% 
That you conduft his: 8 to Reading nn 65 
TG the Court's now ailembled. 1 41 


> * 
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Clan:. | ] obey, Ex. Mg,. Ti 
Edward will there ng as his Queen. hs Be 
He means, «leaſt, to uſe her honorably. Pf 45 
Exit. u 

Richard. PTY Fdward wilt uſe women 2 05 
Would he were waſted, marrow, bones,” and all; W 


That from his ſtoclt no hopeſul branch may ſpring,” Ar 
To croſs me from _ olden time I look | 
ou 


And yet, between my ſoul's /eſire and me, 1197 ene Ar 
Beſides the honorable Edward's race Vi 
Are Clarence, Henry, and his ſon, youn; Edward! © yl 
Io take their rooms, ere I ean place myſelf, - yl 
A cold premeditation for my purpoſe | il 1 Dt 
Why then I do but dream on ſovereignty, '' de A 
Like one, that ſtands upon a promontory, .) 1 
And ſpies afar aſhore where he would AO Du Cl 
Witſhing his foot were equal to his eye, A 
And chides the fea, that ſunders him from thence. 0 
Well, ſay there is no kingdom then for Richard. aha 1 
What other pleaſure can the world afford £2008 $21 
Ill deck my body in gay ornaments; bal. 


And witch ſwcet ladies with my Cold and looks. 

O miſerable thought] and more unlikely, 5 

Iban to accompliſh twenty golden crowns! 

Why, love forſwore me in my mother's . 

And, 'to exclude me from his partial rites, : 

He did corrupt frail nature with a hribe, 

To ſhrink my arm up like a wither'd 6-Y 

To make an envious mountain on my back, 

Where ſits deformi 7 to mock my body; 

To ſhape my legs of an unequal ſize 

Io ee me in every part. 

And am I then a man to be below! 

O monſtrous fault, to harbour ſuch a — IM 1 

en, fnce this earth aſſords n Joy to 

But to command, to check, to 0 eps 

As are f better perſoöh than myſelf; = __ 

FI make my heav'n to dream up weer 1 bs 
n 
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And when I wake, t' account this world but hell, 

Jill this miſhapen trunk's aſpiring head 

Be circled with a glorious diadem.— 

Thus I torment myſelf to win the, crown; © | | 
But from that torment I will free'myſelf ; "2 
Or hew my way out with a bloody axe. | | 
Why, I can ſmile, and murder while I ſmile ; _ : 
And cry content, to that whichigrieves'my heart ; 
And wet my cheeks with artificial tears, 

And frame my face to all occaſions. , _.. 

In drown more failors then the mermald ſhall ; 

[Il ſlay more gazers than the baſiliſk; 

l' play the orator as well as Neſtor ; 

Deceive more ſlily than Ulyſſes could, 

And like a Sinon take another Troy. * 

can add colors to the cameleon; n 
Change ſhapes with Proteus for advantages 
And ſend the murd' rous Cataline to ſchool. © 
Can I do this, and cannot get a crown? 

Tut, were it further off, I'd pluck it down. 
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f - Edward, Ain nom 57/1 41 

5 Nen THUONR #43 Owe il bu 

\ IVE me, O God, a heart of gratitude. 
For thou haſt giv'n, in this angelic Queen, 71 

A world of earthly bleſſings to my foul! {7 


* n 


Kue Rien. 

Brother of Gloceſter, how like you our choice? 
That you ſeem penſive, as if diſcontented. 

Richard. As well as Lewis, or the Earl of Warwick; 
Who are ſo weak of courage, and in judgment, 
That they'll take no offence at our abuſe. 

Edward. Suppoſe they take offence without a 

Cauſe-—— TE 

They are but Lewis and Warwick - am Edward, 
Your Ring and Warwick's, and muſt have my will. 

Richard, 

| King. 
Vet haſty marriages prove ſeldom well. 

Edward. Richard, are you offended too? 

Richard. Not J. 
No, God forbid, that I ſhould wiſh them ſever'd, 
Whom God has join'd together—and 'twere pity 
To ſunder thoſe, that yoke ſo well together. 


a, 
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And you ſhall have your will, becauſe our 


- Edward, Setting your ſcorns, and your diſlike fide 
| | c 
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Tell me” ſome reaſon, why the Lady Grey 

Should not be worthy” to be Gueen of Neva 
' Richard.” Then this is my opinion —noble Warwick, | 

Mock'd and diſnonor'd in his embaſſy, _ 


Will turn his ar:n> againſt you; and King Lewis, 


Whoſe ſiſter is diſgrac'd in this new marrlage, 
Will join with Margaret and invade our country. 
Edward. Away with theſe ſuſpicions= fear them wor | 
England, the nyrle of ev Ty bold „„ 
Secured by valor, laughs at foreign force. 
Inthron'd in the afſet ions of my ſu fab; _ 
ſcorn .invaſion-—and' defy the Vorld 1. f 
Richard. Yet, to- have 22 with France i in this 
alliance, 1 
Had been a ſtronger bulwark to our SS 


£ * 


Gainſt foreign dangers. than this home-bred marriag e. 
Haſtings. Ang knows not Gloſter then, that of her! elf 
Eel is ſafe, if in herſelf united. * 
Richard. She would be ſafer, \ were the back'd with 
France. | 
Haſtings. "Tis better uſi Se Krabet, than rruſting France! 
Let 5 b. back d with God, and with the ſeass 
Which he has gi 'n, for fence im „„ 
And with our {hips alone $970; o our coaſts : E 
in them 1 in ee, our ſafety lies.— 18 


U 


Enter 42 Mssszna n 


Edtvard. Now fay, what letters, or what news from 
i 
Meenger. My ſoy reign liege, no letters; 5 and fow 
Words; ä 
But ſuch as J, without your ſpecial pardon, Ln 
Dare not relate. e 
Edvard. Go to— tell me their words — 
What anſwer makes King Lewis to our letters? 
Meſjenger. At my departure, ſuch his anſwer was; 


* 1 
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« That Lewis of France is ſending over maſkers, 
« To.revel it with him, and his new bride!” + 5 
Edward. Is he ſo brave? perhaps he thinks me Henry, 
But what ſaid Lady Bona to my marriage? 
Meſenger. © Tell him, in hopes he'll |1ye a widow'r 
2 Jhertly, r 
« I' wear the willow garland for his ſake.” “ 
___ Edward. I blame not her: ſhe could ſay little leſs; 
For ſhe was wrong d. But what faid Henry's Queen? 
Meſſenger. © Teil him,” ſaid ſhe, © my mourning 
« weeds are o'er, V 
„ And I ſhall ſoon reſume my royal” robes.“ 


* 


Edward. But what ſaid Warwick to theſe injuries? 
| Meſſenger. He, more incens'd againſt your Majeſty 
Than all the reſt, diſcharg'd me with theſe words: 
« Tell him from me, that. he has wrong'd his friend, 

And therefore Ill uncrown him, ere tis long.“ 
Edvard. Ha] durft the traitor breathe, ſuch haughty 
+» Words! . * 
He ſhall have war, and pay for lüs preſumption. 
Is Warwick reconcil'd with Margaret: 
Meſſenger. Ay, gracious Sov'reign, they're ſo link'd 
1 C 3 
That young Prince Edward marries Warwick's daughter. 
Edward. Ah! then, I fee the ſtorm is gathering faſt; 
Yet 1 am arm'd againſt the worſt event. mn 
My Lord of Haſtings, quickly :raiſe. our forces; 
And pitch my tent; for in the field this night - 
I mean to reſt, and early in the morning 
I'll march to meet proud Warwick, ere he land 
Thoſe ſtraggling troops, that he has rais'd in France. 
8 1177 ˙ m d 
No Clarence, Richard, will you leave me too ? 
Or bury diſcontent in aged e An 
And be the firmeſt pillars of the ſtate? 
. Richard, Well you deſerve to ſuffer. If this blow 
Mere only aim'd at you, I'd not repel it. 
But when I ſe France ard againſt my com, 


4 


* 
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Clarence. 
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My patriot heart beats high in honor's cauſe. --; ,” / 
Sooner ſhall Henry ſhare the crown with Vork, 


And the white roſe be with the red ent win; d. 


Than France ſhall plant her lilies in our fields. 

80 God eie as he faithful proves. f 

This ſcene of Majeſty, this ſeat of Mars, u 

This other Eden, earthly paradiſe, 5 WET | 

This fortreſs, built by nature for herſelf, | 

Againſt the blaſt of elemental wars; 

This precious ſtone ſet in the ſilver ſea, 

This bleſſed ſpot, this teeming womb of heroes 

Fear'd for their deeds, and famous for their valor, 

For Chriſtian virtues, and fair chivalry | 

England ſhall never ſtoop to foreign pow'r, 

Till by difſention ſhe enſlave herſelf, —— 

Edward, command my*fervice, and my life. 
Edward. O my dear brothers, ſtreagthen'd by your 

love, | h | | | 
| fear not Warwick, and his raſh invaſion. 
Prepare our forces: to my tent I'll hie. 


SCENE II. Warwickſlire. 
Enter Warwick, OxForD, aud SoLDIERS. dt 


Oxford Truſt me, my Lord, all hitherto goes well. 
The people flock by thouſands to our ſtandard. © 
Warwick, We muſt ſtrike quickly the decifive blow. 
Soon as night ſpreads her mantle oer the ſkies, 
We ſhall attempt to ſeize on Edward's perſon. 
Our f po already have explor'd the ground, 
And found that he lies careleſsly encamp'd, 
His ſoldiers lurking in the neighb'ring towns: 
While he, attended by a ſimple — þ 
May be ſurpris'd, and taken at our pleaſure. 
As once Ulyſſes, and brave Diomede 
With filent valor ſtole to Rheſus tents, 
And brought from —_—_ the Thracian fatal ſteeds 5 
2 


is throne of patriot kings, this ſcepter'd iſle 


[Exeunt, | 


| 
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So we, emboſom'd in the night's black veil, . 
May unperceiv'd'beat down th' unwary guard, 
And ſeize the faith]eſs Edward: but my friends, 
_ White ſtedfaſt WE purſue our juſt revenge, f 
To tear the erown from his unworthy brow, _ 
Preſerve his life. O let the rays of juſtice 
Be temper'd by the gentle dew of mercy. « 
Humanity is valor's d areſt bad | 
But come—the night her ſable curtain draws. 
With Went ud; we'll ſical to EOWAry 8 Ake 


xeunt. 


| 


8 CE N * III. | Edward's Camp. 
"" * "Ever Two SENTINELS; 


Firſt Sentinel. The night i is clos'd : come, let us take 
our ſtand. 1 
The King ere this has ſet him down to ſleep. 11 
+ Second Sentinel. What! will he not to bed? | ; 
Firſt Sentinel, He's made a vow ] 
Ne'er to lie down, to take his nat'ral reſt, 5 
Till Warwick or himſelf ſhall ſleep in geh 
JE Sentinel, To-morrow then, belike, ſhall be the | 
ay, | | 
If Warwick be ſo near as 'tis reported. 
5 ut tell me, wherefore ſhould the King command, 
hat his chief followers lodge in towns about him, 
While be himſelf remains in the cold field? 
Firſt Sentinel. There is more honor, for there 3 is more 
danger. 
NN _ It may = 0 bout give me quiet 
afet *, Is 
I like it better than a dan 'rous ain | 
If Warwick knew how Edward is encamp'd, 
This poſt of honor would ſoon be priſon. / 
Fit Sentinel. But wherefore elſe guard we his royal 
tent, 


But to defend _ from his nightly foes? 


Enter 


ke 


"Wa 


re 


al 


A: BBA;GEDYF. ay 
Enter WW ARWICK, Oxxva, and Sor ibis. 5 
Warwick. This is his tent, and ſee, Where, ſtand. his 


| dard. __ 
Come jo ſoldiers honor now or never. 4 
But follow me, and Edward ſhall be ours. 
Firſt Sentine!. Who's there—who goes: chere? {| 
Secoud Sentinel. Sta ay, or elſe thou en 
[A Marpvicł Party ciꝙ ojẽ N arwick”, — ſet 


upon the ſentinels, who wk crying: © arm, arm, 
. artick!' Warwick, Sc. enten Edward'stent.) 


Drums —— Trumpets. Euer WARWIGK, Ox e 
&c. briignig EDWARD but. 


Martbicł Let the reſt go in ſafety. Flere" s ihe Bike. 
* The Duke ! ab Or when we IE 
la | | | | | 
Thou call'dſt me King | ; 1 
Warwick. The caſe is aiera now, AY 
When you diſgrac'd me in my embaſly,* . | 
I ſwore I would degrade you from your kin dom, 
And come to new-create you Duke of Yo 
Alas! how ſhould you govern ſuch a kingdom, -. 
Who know not how to uſe ambaſſadors, 
Or how to be contented with one wife, 
Or how to ſtudy for your people s good! 
Edward. Net, Warwick, know, in e of all 
miſchance, / 
of thee thyſelf, and thy aſpiring fri.” 
Edward will always bear him like a King. 


ho fortune's malice overthrow my ſtate, 


My mind exceeds the compaſs of her wheel. 
Warwick. Then in his mind be Edward England's $ 
King! 
But Henry 866 ſhall wear the Engliſh crown, 
And have the ſubſlance--- keep thou ſtill the hadow.. 


My Lord of Oxford ſee that the Duke Edward 


Be quick —— into a place e of ſaſety's, e ink 
Mean-. 
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Meantime I'll free King Henry from his prion, | 
And ſee him ſeated on the regal throne. 
Exit WAR wiex. 
Edward,” Thus are my bloſſoms blaſted in oh bud, 
And caterpillars eat my leaves away." 
But 1 will ſoon ſhake off captivity, 
Or ll w—_ honors for a 4 c grave. 


IEF, gar ed £4 Oxy: FORD and Soldiers | 
Ka CE N E i. A Park.” 
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„ Enter Ricitarp Ko HasrTINGs. 
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Richard. Wonder not, Haſtings, "why by draw you. 


hither PE : 
Into the ferret thicket of the park. 
Within yon caſtle Edward is confin'd ;, 
But oft, attended by the ſlighteſt guard, 2 
Comes hunting this way to divert himſelf. £ 
] thall adyiſe him by ſome ſecret means, 
That I have gain'd the huntſmen to our cauſe, 
Who unſuſpected will convey him ſafe, 


W here with {wift courſers we ſhall take qur ftand, 5 


And give him back to liberty and honor. 


Euter Two HuxTsMEs. | 
| Richard. My truſty friends, well Pejerrhae r 
erde * 
A fit occaſion for my brother s reſcue ? 


Firſt Huntſman. He is this Mgt Comin to our 
care. | 


EY 


1 
/ 
) 
/ 
, 
] 
| 
| 
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| Second Huntſman. Ve give him freedom,. hs we RY 


our life. 

Should Lancaſter prevail, 'our doom is ſeal'd. 
Henceforth we'll ſhare” your fortunes. 
i Pear us not. 
Victors or vanquiſh'd we'll neer prove ungratcful. 
Your word is paſt: we'll wait th' appointed hour. 


LExeunt on different Ades. | 
8 0 E. NE v. London Palace. 


Kino Hxxn v, Prrxes or Wan Waaler, 
SOMERSET and Lox DS. 


K. 3 O Warwick, under God, ay pow 
ands 
Have ſhaken Edward from: the regal ſeat, ; 
And turn'd my captive ſtate to ers 
My fear-to hope, my ſorrow into joy! 
And now, that I may conquer fortune's ſpite, 
And that the people of this bleſſed land 
May not be puniſhed by my adverſe ſtars, 
Warwick, although my head ſtill wears the Sug. 
Into thy hands I here commit the ſtate, 
For fortune waits ſubmiſſive on thy will. 
Warwick. Your Grace has till been fam'd for 
virtuous deeds. _ 
And wiſdom now adds luſtre to your virtues. 
Yet cannot Edward wield the ſword of ſtate ? 
Prince Edward, No, Warwick, thou art worthy of 
the ſway, 
To whom the heav'ns at thy nativity, 
Adjudg'd an olive branch, and laurel crown, 


- 


Equal in gory 9 or in peace or war. 


K. Henry. Warwick, and Edward, join i in bind and 
e | 
That no diſſenſion blaſt our any + M 
I make you both Protectors of this land. We 
While [ will lead a BOT live in peace, «2 


4 
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And in devotion ſpend my latter days, 
Jo love my country, and my God adore! 


@* 


oy 4% 


Enter 42 Mrsszxozk. nen 


Warwick: What news, my friend? 1 
Meſſenger. That Edward is eſcap'd.— 17 
He was convey'd by Richard Duke of ibs; 35 
Aud the Lord Haſtings, who attended him | 
In ſecret, ambuſh on the foreſt's/fide, - 5 
And from his guard of huntſmen brought Fin ſafe. 


lhe Yorkiſts from all quarters flock to him. 


Prince Eaward, We'll march our ee, _ cruſh 
F him ere he riſe, 

"Warwick, A little fire is quickly cit out, 
Which, in a blaze, whole rivers cannot quench; 
Therefore, ſweet Prince, away to meet the Queen, 
Whoſe troops, cre this, are on their way from France. 
I] wil! to Barnet, to prepare my forces, | 
And face th' aſpiring York.—Meanwhile, my lege. 
Like his own iſſe ſurrounded by the ocean, 
Win reſt in London, with his loving friends. 


K. 1 58 F arewell, my Hector, and my Aras be | 


My mene Edward, from thy father learn 
Calmneſs and patience in adverſity: 
7 rom Warwic learn to conquer—fare you well. 
: l Ereuut Warwick, P. EDWARD, 22 


Manent Kix HENRY and SOMERSET, 


K. Henry Couſin of Somerſet, before ou follow, 
Thivk you the pow'r of Edward i in the field ited 

Will yet be able to encounter our's ? 

: Somerſet. Ihe fear is that he will ſeduce the 1 
K. 2 Alas x6 deeds ſhould rather claim their 

de- 

I never PP 'd my ears to their demands, . 
Or overlook'd ther ſuits with flow delays. 


i 


My 
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My pity has b2en balm to heal their wounds ; 
My mildneſs has allay'd their ſwelling griefs ; 


Ly 6 
Va" 


My mercy dried the channels of thei r tears. 


[ have not been defirous of their wealth, 

Or e'er oppreſsd them with large ſubſi dies. | 

] oft have melted at th' offenders' tears, 

And lowly words were ranſom for their fault. 

Then why ſhould they love Edward more than me? 

Does Edward ſtrive to be as great 'as 17 

Greater he ſhall not be—If he ſerve God, 

I'll ſerve him too—and be his fellow fo. 

Revolt my ſubjects ? — that I cannot mend. 

They break their faith to God, as well as me. 

Cry, woe, deſtruction, ruin, nos, decay ; j 

Ihe worſt is— death N death wi haye his day! 
| e | 
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SCENE I. A field of battle near Barnet. f 
Arm. — Fg. 


Euter Warwick. 


DWARD Plantagenet !——'tis Warwick calls! 
2 Now if thou doſt not hide thee from my ſword, 
w—when the angry trumpet ſounds alarm 
And cries of dying warriors 15 Il the air, 
Edward, I fay, come forth, and fight with me! 
Warwick | is hoarſe with calling thee to arms 


Exit. 


Alarm —— Emer EDWARD and WARWICK. 


Edward. Now, Warwick, ſhall our country ; 
wounds be heal'd. 

Thy death or mine ml end theſe deadly feuds.—— 
Why doſt thou fal 

arwick. # Thou waſt once my friend. 
Thou haſt been in my pow'r—T ſpar'd thy Ii 
It grieves my ſoul, that I muſt take it now, 
Or loſe my own in loyalty's defence. 
I hold my duty, and I i my life, 
To ſerve my God, my country, and my kin 


Edward. So may the God of battles 1 * q my ſword, 


As it is drawn in juſtice and in right. 


They fight —W arwick falls. 
; Edward, 


> —__ — 2 — — — 


——j— 
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Edward. So, lie thou there—die thou, and die Our 


fear 
O may'ſt thou meet mat peace in heay' n, which earth 
Ever denied thee ! | : 
| Exit. 5 
Warwick. © | Thusendall my toils ! 
Thus I muſt yield my my body to the earth, 
And by my fall the conqueſt to the foe | 


Thus elde the cedar to the axe's edge, 

Whoſe arms gave ſhelter to the princely eagle, 

Under whoſe ſhade the rampant lion ſlept 

Theſe eyes, that now are dimm'd with death's black 
veil, ; 

Have been as piercing as the mid-day ſun, 

To ſearch the ſecret” treaſons of the world. 

The wrinkles in my brows, now fill'd with lod, 

Were oft compar'd to ſepulchres of kings; 

For who was king, but I could dig his grave? 

And who durſt ſmile, when Warwick bent his browꝰ 

Lo—all my glory ſmear'd in duſt and blood'! 

All now forks kes me—and of all my lands 

Is nothing left me, but my body's length. 

Ah, what is pomp-and rule, but duſt and earth? 

And, live we how we can, yet die we muſt. 


4 


Enter Ox FoRD and SOMERSET. 


Oxford. Ah, Warwick, Warwick, raiſe thyſelf 

and live | 

We may recover all our loſs again. 

The Queen from France has brought a mi ghty force. 

Een now we heard the news—ah, could'ſt thou fly! , 

* Warwick. Why then I would not fly Vale my 
friends, — | 

The works of a ages,— and the fate of nations; : 

And all the glories of a buſt = world,. . 4 | 

Are vaniſh'd from my ſight | earthly . 
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Loſe their importance now-—all, all is dark neſs.— 
My friends be happy— till we meet —in heœav'n. 
| | NS TE: 541 ft 958657 1656 $3076-436t | dies, I 
Somerſet. Warwick, are all thy glories come to this A 
A braver ſoldier never couch'd his lance, | 
A nobler heart ne' er bore the ſway in council | A 
But mightieſt potentates muſt come to tlis. 81 
This is the end of human miſery ! ?! los vb bas 
Oxford. Come noble — KP bloody ſcene 
Imprints thy mind with fearful images, AY 
* Turn to a brighter proſpect. berth af 
So merſel. 5 Io this mind 
Fear is a ſtranger; but tis more than fancy, 
That fills the nation with portentous ſigns. 
The bay trees in the country are all wither'd : 
And burning meteors fright the ſtars of heav'n. 
| The pale-fac'd moon looks bloody on the earth, +. 
And ghaſtly prophets whiſper fearful change, 
Alas poor Henry ! with a heavy mind, 
I ſee thy glory, like a ſhooting ſtar, 
Fall to the baſe earth from the firmament ! 
Thy ſun ſets weeping in the lowly weſt, 
And fortune ſhuts the melancholy ſcene. 
Oxford. Let not vain terrors blaſt our riſing hopes 
Come, let us lead our forces to the Queen, | 
Ard try once more our fortune in the ficld ! 


— — — — 


| | 2 
SCENE II. Avother part of the field. 
Enter EpwWARD, CLargxce; RicnarD, 
en Þ HasTiNnGs, &c. lag 1 {te 
Edward. Still on our arms ſmiles laurell'd victory 
The high aſpiring Warwick ſleeps in duſt, 
But in the midit of this clear-ſhining day, 
I ſpy a black, ſuſpicious, threat'ning cloud, 
That riſes to encounter with our ſun, 
Ere he attain his weſtern ſcat of glory. : 
Ihoſe forces, that the Qucea has rais'd in France, 1 


90 
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Are marching, as we hear, to give us battle 

Clarence} & little gale will ſoon diſperſe that cloud; 
Thy beams 1 thoſe vapors ere they riſe. 
And ev'ry clo engenders not a ſtorm. 

Richard. The Queen is valu'd thirty thouſand frong, T 
And ſhe is join'd;by Somerſet and Oxford. 
It ſhe have time to breathe, ſuch is the force 
Of her perſuaſion, the will raife a hoſt. 


Edward. Our friends have ANN their courſe. N 
Tewkſbury. 


Thither ſucceſs directs our conqu ring troops. 
Now on, my friends and brothers, once again. 


God and St. George | fair England's 5 5 and Edward's 
Profper our arms in this deciſive by 46-1 | 


(bunu. 
88 E. N E III. —Comtty near Terel bury. bet! 


/ 
Marc / Euter QUEEN MakcARET, Pniscx 
EDWARD, SOMERSET, OXFORD, 
and SOLDIERS. 


Margaret. Great Lords, wiſe men'ne'er r fit and wait 
their woes, | 

But cheerly ſeek: how to rodenf thei wrongs. 

What tho' the maſt be now blown over board, 

The cable broke, our holding anchor loſt, 

And half our ſailors ſwallow'd in the flood ! 


Vet lives our pilot ſtill. Is't meet, that he 


Should leave the helm, and like a fearfal child 
With tearful eyes add water to the fea ; 


And leave the ſhip to ſplit upon a rock, 


Which induſtry and courage might have ſav'd ? 
Say, Warwick was our ws 11 what of that ? : 
Our ſlaughter'd friends the tackles ; what of theſe ? 
Why 1s not Oxford here another anchor ? 

And Somerſet another goodly mai? 

And why thould not my Edward and myſelf 

Be yet now's the ſkilful moor s charge? - 


We 


33. THE! ROSES, / 


We will not from the helm; to fit and weep : 
But keep our courſe thro' ſtormy winds' and waves. 
Alas! there's no more mercy with the brothers, 


Than with the ruthleſs waves, with ſands and rocks! 


Take courage then, what cannot be avoided 
Twere childiſh weakneſs to lament or fear. 
We have been conqu'rors, we may conquer ſtill. 


Prince Edward, O if there were a fearful heart 


among us, 
Methinks a woman of this noble ſpirit, ae 
Would ſwell it ſoon with fortitude and valor. 
My fellow-ſoldiers——either dare to brave 
The utmoſt fury of the Houſe of VorKx; 
Or tear the red roſe from your ſhrinking heads. 
I will not ſtand aloof, and bid you fight, 
But with my ſword preſs in the thickeſt ranks, 
And ſingle Edward from his ſtrongeſt guard, 
And — him to reſign his pow'r uſurp'd, 
Or leave my body to atteſt my vow! _ 
Oxford. Women and children of ſo high a courage! 
And warriors faint! 'O 'twere eternal ſhame. 
O brave young Edward ! thy illuſtrious grandfire 
Is yet alive in thee! Long may'ſt thou live, - 
To'bear his image, and renew his glories! | 
Ss merſet. Hr 6g that will not fight for ſuch a hope, 
Hie to his home, and like the owl by day, 
If he ariſe, be mock'd and wonder'd at. 
* - Thanks gentle Somerſet ; ſweet Oxford, 
thanks! 
Prince Edward. And take his thanks, who' 8 nothing 
elſe to give. 


Enter a MESSENGER. 
Meſenger. Pre pare you, Laporte | Edward is 
advancing : 
His arms already glitter i in the ſun. 


Prince Edward. We are prepar'd to meet the proud 5 


uſurper.— 
What ſtronger breaſt plate, than a heart untainted . 
Thrice 


Sj 
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Thrice is he arm'd, that hath hi quarrel Juſt; 


And he but naked, tho' lock'd up in ſteel, 


Whoſe conſcience. with injuſtice 18 corrupted. 90 
Each to his oſt our cauſe ſhall lend us Dres- 7. #ie 
Tis hires 8 crown an wi jur'd . . Sri th {4 


1 2k Event. 
 (Dight—Alarm—Exowfors) : | 2 
SCENE . » fas nad if 

| Buer EDwann, eee RicuarD, \ | 
HAsrixcs, &c._ 4 


Edward, Go, bid the carnage ceaſe: the * is ours, 
At length the period of our woes is come! 
Henry once more is in the tow'r conſid,” | 
And haughty Margaret 1 is in my pow'r.! 

Bring forth the ps ners. 


Emer Quzax Marxcanzr, g guarded. 


2 Somerſet ! from thee _.. 
Juſtice Jenna the dread account of blood ! | 
Away with him, off with his guilty head! 4 
Somerſet. More can I bear than you dare execute. 
For true nobility is free from fear! 
My Royal Miſtreſs, tis for you I feel 
1 O my dear n "yy friend—give f me : thy 
That I may dew it with my pitying tears l 
Let not the rain of heaven wet this place, yh 
To waſh away my. woeful monuments.— 110 
Stay yet a little thus condemn'd to die, | 
Iwo friends embrace, and take a thouſand leaves; 
And linger ſtill, more loth to part than die; 
Ah, now farewell—and farewell | joy with thee !' 
[SOMERSET is led out. 
Edward. Is proclamation —_— 12 5 who ings 
Edward 


Shall be rewarded? 


Richard. 
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Richarl. [b, where comes the youth... 
Ediv ard. What can fo young a thorn begin ® prick? 
Edward, what ſatisfaction canſt thou make, 
For. beating arms, for ſtirring up my 944" Fae) 
And all the mis'ties of a civil war? Hl „ 
* * ard. Speak like a ſubject, proud, e 
3 ork. 
Suppoſe me ſpeaking, with my father's mouth, 
Whilſt I propoſe the ſelf-ſame words to thee, 
Which, traitor, thou wauld'ſt have me anfwer to? 


Edward Peace,wilful boy, or I will charm thy tongue. 


Pr. 'Eatvard. I Rho] my duty and I telt you all, 
I'm your ſu perior-traitors 2s you are— 
And thoutuſurp'ſt my father's right and mine. 
Edward. Doſt thou gilt rail, untutor'd boy, take that. 
[rhrows his gaunt/et at him. ' 
Ric liard. Nay then, take this e vid j 


2 un a 
| Clarence, 1 8 And this. | 
= 3 W %, 5% 
| Margaret.” x Thomas o OC In child! 
Ic 
Edward. Ah, Richard, Clarence, you have done too 
muc 


Richard. Why Mould belle to ſtir up arms geist ws 
ee. 7 ney ret N ee means for her 
ie 2 
_ Richard. Clarence, excuſe meto theKin gim my brother 
Ill hence to London on a ſerious matter. 
Ere you come there, expect to hear more news. 
Our work is not ed r tower, e rl 
TIES Exit. 


Aae O my tweet ebild! {pea to thy mother, 


boy! 
Canſt thou not ſpeak? ah no—his-lips are cold. 
O traitors--murd'rers---bloody cannibals! 


* w ſweet a plant you bave untimely pluck'd! 
man wretches---O you have Gele 3 | 
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The ſweeteſt and moſdperfett work of 8 
That from the prime creation-g'er ſhe frame di 
You have no children butchers, if you had; 
The thought'of them would ſure have ſtire'd remorſe! 
0 God! in mercy, take me to my Edward © 
Unite once more the mother and the ſun! 
Sure heav'n has not an angel like my child! nt r 
O my ſweet, murder'd child! - 
Edward... 1% Be patient Madam 4 | 
Ely . 12 
Came he een now to ſing a pou note, . n 
Whoſe diſmal tune bereft my vital pow rs? 
And thinks he that the chirping of a wren, 
By crying comfort from a hollow. breaſt, | ; 
Can chal e away. the former. hideous found — 2557 1 
Hide not thy poiſon with ſuch ſugar d words. 
Lay not thy hands on me forbear, I a 5 5 
Their touch affrights me, as a pen s ſing. —. 1 Af 
Thou baleful, conqueror out 0 — light 
Upon thy e murd'rous 15 n 5 nk 
dits in grim majeſty, to fright, — world. „ 
Look not upon me, for thy eyes are e WOE 
Yet do not g9 away-—Come; baliliſk !*_.. 114.757 ñ 
And kill the innocent gazer, with. thy, Gght!,;, "PEO 
For in the ſhade of death I ſhall find j Joy: 
In life, but double death, „now Edward's . | 
Edward. Away with ber! go, bear her hence by 78 
N 1. do not bear me hence diſpatch me 
exe Ni id tat 
Here ſheathe thy ſword, Til; — * thee my death . 
And bleſs thee for it O my child, my child 
Edward. Stay till the flood — grief has had its courſe, 
Then bear her hence; let her be gently treated. | 
Meanwhile to London will we march with ſpeed, . 
To reap the fruit of pt victories. 
41 Mun dlaſe. 
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8 @ E N MT vier Tower. 8 


lion „Erne . and * Phat bowed | 
Lieutenant. Dyell not, my Lord, on 1 Arent 


| theme; * 7 | 
And think of Lomfort. 944} 122015 118 JO7; 2B! 
K. Heng. No. my en W Wunder 1.8 


My Queen a captive No, talk not of N 
Let's talk of graves, of worms and epitaphs.-— 2 
Make duſt our paper; and with rainy Ns 25 
Write ſorrow on the poſdm of the earth. 

Let's chuſe executors, and talk of wills! 

And yet not fo--for What can I dee e 
Save my depoſed body to the . 92 nnd 
My lands, my crown, my tie; and all are ee 5 
And nothing can I call my own but death, © | 
And that ſmall portion 0 of the barten eatfh, | | AS 
That ſoon ſhalſ lie à cover to my bone 
For Heaven's ſake, let's fit upon the e 

And tell ſad ſtories of the death of kings; N 

How ſome have been depos'd, ſome {lain it hy 


Some Haunted by the ghoſts they diſpoſſeſs d; 


All murder'd.— For within the hollow croten, 

That rounds the mortal temples of a king, 

Death keeps his court, and there the anfie 920 | 

Scoffing his ſtate, and grinning at his pomp. | 

Allowing him a breath, a little ſcene” © 

T6 monarchize, be fear d, and kill =O 8 

Infuſing him with ſelf and vain conceit. 5 

As if this fleſh, which Walls about our life, q 

Were braſs jmpregnable ;——and humor'd thus 

Comes at the laſt, and with a little pin . 

Bores thro? his caſtle wall, and farewell King! . 
l.ientenau. My Lord, wiſe men ne'er wall their pre- 
ſent woes, 

But 5 againſt misfortune's future blaſt _—_ 

er 


— IH ATI ene I 


Ihou art the worſt of executioners? © + 


Will rue the hour that over thou waſt bam! Ws 


Ihe night crow cried, foreboding luekleſs time. 


A: TRAGEDY.  @ 
Enter RICHARD... 4413314; hr A | 
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Richard, 70 the Licutenam. Friend leave us to our- 
1 ſelves we muſt confer. | | | 

| [Ex Lane 

K. Henry. S flies the inckdiſe ſhepherd from the Wolfe 


What ſcene of death has Roſcius now to act? 


Richard, Suſpicion always haunts the guilty mind 
The thief does. [296 each buſh an officer,” :- 2:7 1 
K. Henry. The poor bird, that has been already d. 
With trembling: —— miſdoubts of ev/ry buſi. 

And l, the hapleſs male to one ſweet bird, 


oP 
. s 


Have now the fatal object in i my eye, 


Where my poor young was lim'd, and cau Den Kava. 
- Richard, Why, what a dilly fool was: that of N 
Who taught his ſon the office of a fowl !' By 
And yet, tor all his wings, the tool was drowrildy.c | 
K. Henry. Ah, kill me with thy MP, not with 
, words! 5 
My breaſt can better brook: thy dagger' 8 point, r 
Than can my ears thy foul ſareaſtie taunt!! 
But wherefore doſt thou come? is't for my lifel?:., 1. 
Richard, Think'ſt thou l am an executioner? 
K. Henry. If murd' ring innocents oe may Wo 


Ric hard. Thy ſon J kill 'd for his preſumption; 
K. Heu. Hadi thou bored kilpd 1 _ —_ on 
eſume, | 

Thou hadſt not livꝗ to killa Goel en e 
But thou waſt horn to be a plague to men. 
How many old men's ſighs and widows”. moans, 
low many orphans' water-ftanding eyes, Jon bac 
Men for their ſons, wives for their huſbands! fats, 
And orphans for their parents“ timeleſs death, 


The owl ſhriek'd at thy birth, an evil ſign: 


Dogs howl'd, and hideous tempeſts ſhook: down Mok 
the raven rook 'd Fw of he a; 8 top,” 1 


e ee, nd 


— 


\ 
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And chatt'ring pies in diſinal diſcord ſung. 
Thy mother felt more than a:motherts pain, | | 
And yet brought forth leſs than a moider' 8 Wage f U. 
Teeth hadſt thou in thy head when thou waſt bom, Sh 
Jo ſignify thou cam'ſt to bite the world. 
Richard. Pl hear no more die prophet in 'thy Bu 


i: ſpeech — I. 
For this among the reſt) was: 1 cedain'd.. 5700 i. Fla A 
Henry. Oh—and for much more — after this— T 
T5 God Nn, why. fins—and auen thee 45711 871 97 Pl 
1 |: [Dies 


Richard. What! will thi aſpiring 0 Lancaſter 
Sink in the ground! I thought it would have mounted.— 
See, how my ſword: weeps for the poor king's death. 
O, may ſuch purple tears be always ſhed ' | 
From thoſe; that wiſh the downfall of our hauſe: — 
If any ſpark of life be yet remaining, 

Down, down, to hell, —and ſay I ſent thee thither— 

I, that, have neither pity; love, nor fear,— + | 

Indeed tis true, what Henry told me of; 

For I have often heard my mother ſa, 

That at my birth the wond'ring mid wives cried : 

« Good Heav'n, defend us, he is born with teeth — 

And ſo I was, which: plainly ſignified | 

Ihat I ſhould ſnarl, and bite, and play the dog. 

Ihen ſince the heav'ns have ſhap'd my body 15 

Let hell make crook'd my fees to anſwer it. 

I have no brother—and Jam no brother, 

And this word love, which 5 call r 

Be reſident i in men like one another; 

And not in me I am myſelf alone. 

Let pale · ſac d fear diſturb ignoble breaſts, - 

And find no harbour in a royal heart! | 

Faſter than ſ . ſhow rs comes thought on 
thou ", 21 

And not'a > Ta ht, but Geld on ien a | 

My brain, more buſy than the lab'ring ſpider, | 

W caves artful ſnares to trap my enemies. 

I will raiſe ſuch a tempeſt in the court, 


Shall 


er 
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$a}l blow my rivals' ſouls to heavin; or hell. 
And this fell tempeſt ſhall not ceaſe to rage, 
Until the golden ſceptte in my hand at 
Shall bid contending paſſions be at peace. 
Clarence, beware, thou keep'ſt' me from the light— [ 
But I will bz 'abroad'ſuthiprophecies, 2 tt 
That Edward ſhall be fearful of bis life, 
And then, to purge his fear, LIl be thy death!!! 
Thus each in turn ſhall clear the way for me 
I' throw this body in another room 
And triumph, Henry, in thy day of doom! + / 

ö a C Nb +. "1 11. | BH" 7 51% {| Exit, 


SCENE VI. — Tie Palace. 


Flouriſh,—— Euter Kixg EpwWwARD, CLartxcs, 
HasTiNGs, and Attendants. 


Edward. Once more we fit on England's royal throne, 
So dearly purchas'd by a civil war! | 
What valiant foes, like the autumnal corn; 
Have we mow'd down 1'th' height of all their pride! 
Thus have we watch'd in arms the winter's night, 
And brav'd on foot the ſummer's ſcalding heat, 
That of our labors we might reap the gain.— 
Then open, Heav'n, thy everlaſting gates 
deceive my ſolemn vows of 1 and praiſe ! 
My friends, you've prov'd your valor in the field, 
And ſhown your love to me, and to your country. 
O cheriſh ſtill affection to my perſon ; | 
And Edward, whether fortune ſmile or frown, 
Shall never be unmindful of your love. | 
Haſtings. We are rewarded in the privilege 


— _— — —— 


Of crying: Long live Edward, King of England, 


To bleſs his people, and deſerve their love 

Clarence. Allied to thee by nature and by choice, 
| cheerfully devote my future days | | 
To ſerve my country, and to love my King. | | 
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Edward. tou er Heav'n Tis our its bleſſings on 
ou = 
HBleſt in = friends; bleſt i in wy brothers! loves. 171 
O let our efforts be from hence unit | 
To heal the wounds theſe civil broils have oe | 
Now that the idle ſpear ſnhall ruſt on thigh, 
O let us gather the rica golden drops |, 
That trickle from the dewy wings ol peace! 
Thus will we drown the mem'ry of thefe feuds j 
In gen'ra! union, and proſperity. _ 
York tought with Henry; but the King of England, 
Shall have no object but the people's good. 
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O the deep EN by hight. barbaric read, 

| When firſt her beams rekindling « Science ſhed, | 
Partial and faint, with glimm'ring flame they mone Mo 
On cloiſter'd Learning s favor'd ſons alone; 7 FR 
Till, (as th? aerial zone on mortal fight | 
Diffuſes wide the Sun's refracted light) Ss 
The PxiNnTER's art o'er error's devious maze 

Pour'd far and wide Truth's intellectual blaze, 
No longer then to ſilent cells confin'd, _ 

Droop'd the free efforts of th' eolighten'd mind; 

But home to ev'ry docile breaſt was brought 

All the Divine and all the Sage had taught. 


7 4 


Yet, ſuch of things on earth th' imperſect Rate, 
| Attendant ills on ev'ry good await. | 

Still will the worm the faireſt fruit devour, 

Still lurks the canker in the ſweeteſt flow 'r. 

That ſacred ſource, from which alone ſhould flow 
Salubrious ſtreams, that health and life 
Sees its polluted waves, a pois”nous tide | 
Waft dite contagion, where their waters glide, 

That Heav'n- taught art, which o'er the world ſhould ſhow'e. 
Virtue's pure laws, and meck Religion's pow'r, | 
Alas ! perverted by a demon's hand, 

Spreads malice, crimes, and faction thro' the land. 


To 
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To check by Wiſdom Vice's headlong force, 
To turn misjudging Error from its courſe, ' 
To make foul Falſhood's dim and lurid gleam 
Fade at the dawn of Reaſon's- glowing beam : 
Such is our am—Q may your, patriot zeal 1 
Aſſiſt to realize the hopes we feel. 
Tho? Folly's viſions cheat awhile the fight 
With fairy forms, or ſpc&res of affright, 
In its own form each phantom ſhall appear, 
At the firſt touch of Tomd.'s Was . 


a 4 , 


ö 
| 
i 
1 
| 
N 
N 
| 
k 
| 


And you, ingenuous Youths, who here have found 
The germs of ſcience on our claſſic ground; , 
Know, all the palms that Learning can beilow, ME 
All the freſh wreaths that bind the Poet's brow, | 7 7 
Are like the hues that paint, the May-boro flow! r, 
; The idle glory of a tranſient hour, Mo EI bs 


 Vnlels by active Virtue's care conſign'd 
To guard our country, and io bleſs mankind I 
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